EXTREMES MEET

Admiral, set so well and looking so rare in the cork-lined
box, was an omen of his own career. A fine omen it had
been. That snake he had kept in spirits of wine had been
a better prophet of his future. Lieutenant Waterlow to
be severely reprimanded and dismissed his ship. And there
could have been no other sentence. If only he had known
then that this war was coming he might have faced
the black mark against him and struggled back into a
seamanly reputation. He might have had a ship of his
own out here. A sloop probably, or maybe one of those
small monitors. He would never have been given any-
thing wonderful after that court-martial. But he would
have had lots of other failures to keep him company out
in these waters. And they could hardly be called failures.
They were good sailors who drank just a little too hard
for the Grand Fleet. And that's what he would have
been. But fifteen years ago the war was not in sight and,
thinking he had no chance of promotion, he had chucked
up the Navy. He had dreaded long weary years as a
soured Number One. "The First Lieutenant's in his
cabin, sir. I don't think he wants to be disturbed this
watch," says some discreet Marine corporal, u Come
on, Number One, we want a fourth ! " ** Go to hell,
blast you. I've got a headache ! " He had dreaded the
wardroom and the way people would look up curiously
over their month-old illustrated papers to sec what kind
of a mood Number One was in to-night, and the way
everybody would take it for granted that he would have
another gin and bitters, and the way they would smile
and wink at one another when he was holding forth in
some trite old naval argument a little indistinctly, a little
too didactically, a little boringly, with eyes that blinked
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